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WELCOME TO THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SIXTH ISSUE OF 
STANDARD ISSUE TRAINWRECK-OF-A-MAGAZINEII! 

We put the cover to this one upside down so you’d look like a retard when you’re reading 
it! Joke’s on you, moron! 


-Ben Jensen, Ottawawesome, January 20th, 2009 
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HOW TO HOLLER AT US: 

E-mail: jensen_ben@hotmail.com 

Come hang out with us on the internet over 
over here: myspace.com/standardissuemag 


fEASny PUNK PCCKZ1NE 


About Standard iSsue Trainwreck-Of-A-Magazine This is the best magazine in the world and you got it for free cuz we made it for free cuz we made it illegally. 
This magazine is based out of Ottawa(wesome), Ontario, Canada and has come back as a mindless zombie fiend and is hunting for brains. To make this magazine 
(and history), we received no financial aid or government grants or any of that nonsense. Our next issue is coming out in April and it’ll be our big two-year an¬ 
niversary issue so wear a nice outfit when you read it and send us money. If you need to contact Standard iSsue for ANY reason, send an e-mail to jensen_ben@ 
hotmail.com. If you need a street address for an album you want reviewed or something, e-mail me and ask for it. Our website is STANDARDISSUEMAG.COM and 
it’s way better than MySpace. But we do have that too. Go to MYSPACE.COM/STANDARDISSUEMAG if you wanna be internet friends with us. We’ve got PDFs of the 
first five issues up there too, in case you were too busy being lame and missed them. There’s also cool shit on there like internerd-only articles and a store where 
you can stuff dollars in our g-strings and we’ll give you shirts or pins or back issues or whatever. This issue goes out to Barack Obama. Don’t fuck this up, bud. 
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Writing by Emmanuel Sayer, drawing by Ben Jensen. 


[This story originally appeared in the online line TEMPORARY LIVING that I did with my friend 
Dave Williams. Check it out at temporaryliving.blogspot.com] 


u 


My first “real” job was hopefully the worst I’ll ever 
have. I got hired at a chicken slaughterhouse/processing 
plant through my friend Mark. I started working there the 
summer after 10th grade. We’d get dropped off in the morn¬ 
ing and be greeted with a terrible smell. Picture the stench of 
a truck full of crates packed with 3000 to 5000 chickens shitting 
all over each other. It was a four day work week and we would 
slaughter around 20 000 chickens weekly. We’d say hi to everyone, 
find out how many chickens there were that day and then put on our 
rubber boots and our vinyl aprons and the day would begin. 

The entire process started with the guy on the truck who took the 
crates down and placed them on a set of rollers kind of like the ones 
at the beer store. The roller went from the truck and into the big 
hangar-like room where two people would receive them. They’d open 
up the crates and hang the chickens upside down by their feet onto a 
metal rack that was constantly moving down the line. 

That’s where I worked most of that summer. You had to keep up the 
pace cuz you didn’t want any gaps between chickens; that way they 
could be slaughtered quickly and efficiently. The chickens would be 
knocked out by having their heads dunked in electrified water. The 
next guy would be slitting their throats and if one hadn’t been 
shocked properly it would start flapping about and spray blood ev¬ 
erywhere. 


/ 



The chickens would then turn the corner and continue down the 
line into the next room which was where they were submerged in 
boiling hot water then put into a machine that de-feathered them. 
The Eviscerating Room was next, which is exactly what it sounds like. 
The birds would then be spinning around in the chill tank waiting for 
the old ladies in the processing room to chop off the breasts and the 
legs and put them into boxes for delivery. 

After a week of working there I got pretty sick. The sickness was 
referred to as “Chicken AIDS” and had the same symptoms as the flu. 
Vomiting, diarrhea -- you know the drill. Not surprising since the room 
I was working in was filled with fowl shit. Sure, I would be wearing 
one of those dust masks but that doesn’t really do much to keep all of 
that filth out. It didn’t help that one of the kids I was working with 
would amuse himself by squeezing the chickens’ stomach to propel 
their feces onto the wall before he hung them up by their feet. He 
also once wanted to see how many times he could twist a chicken’s 
head around. The total was five. 

It was also in this room that I smelled the best smelling cigarette 
in my life. Some guy lit up a smoke while he was hanging out in 
that room in the winter and it smelled so great. Anything that 
could somewhat cover up the smell of feces was welcome in my 
nostrils. 


By the time we were done send¬ 
ing the chickens to their deaths, 
the room was filled with excre¬ 
ment and feathers which would 
have to be shoveled into huge gar¬ 
bage bins. On my first day, I had to 
clean the blood out of the bottom of 
the stall where the throats were slit 
was a huge pool of congealed blood, 
to cut out huge cubes of gelatinous goo with 
a shovel and then heave it into the garbage. 

Everyone that worked in the first two rooms would get to leave 
once they were clean except for Mark and me. We would get to 
have our lunch break, which involved forced interaction with a 
bunch of hicks with whom I had nothing in common. The lunch time 
conversations were less-than-fascinating. One day, Kathy, an obese 
woman who had what looked like an enormous sack of water hang¬ 
ing from her stomach, started asking me about what food I like. “Do 
you like lasagna?” “Do you like pizza?” and my favourite: “Do you 
like leftovers?” At one point during the interrogation, Cindy felt the 
need to chime in: “I can’t eat broccoli. It makes me gassy.” After¬ 
wards, Mark and I would have to clean the guts off the floor and 
the machines in the Eviscerating Room and the Processing Room. 

The Eviscerating Room was Mark’s division while I took care of the 
Processing Room. 

After the summer was done we would keep coming to Baron Poultry _ 
four days a week after school to clean up those two rooms. The 
good part about that job was that everyone else was gone so we 
would bring in a stereo and listen to music for the three or four hours 
it took us to clean the place up. We’d be blaring Operation Ivy or 
NOFX or, ridiculously enough, Propagandhi. We’d also listen to the 
Beastie Boys or Wu-Tang Clan to switch things up. 

We would have tons of fun there messing with people though. There 
was one guy who worked there who used to work at Jellystone Park 
where he dressed up as Yogi Bear. One day we took a marker and 
crossed out his name and replaced it with “YOGI” in giant block 
letters. Our aprons were adorned with the name “Chicken Killa” 
and skull and crossbones. At the end of our shift while we’d be 
waiting around to get picked up, we’d eat any food left over in 
the fridge figuring that if they left it there, they were done with 
it. We didn’t really run into any problems with this system until 
one night we ate some burritos that were left over. Mohammed 
came in the next day, furiously shouting “who ate my Taco Bell 
sandwiches!?” 

One night, inspired by an article in BIG BROTHER MAGAZINE, 
we made a variation on the milk chicken bomb. Instead of 
putting raw chicken and milk in a jar and placing it in a 
heating grate we filled up one of the decorative... 

(cont. on page twenty two) 
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Interview by Emmanuel Sayer, photos by Andrew Carver, introduction by Dave Williams. 

It’s easy to forget sometimes how unusual our situation is. Here’s what I mean: say your favourite band is, I dunno, let’s go with the Foo Fighters. There is an 
EXCELLENT chance that on the night of the Foo Fighters show, you’re not gonna get to have a dusty bottle of OV at some shithole tavern with Dave Grohl and 
talk nonsense about whichever yellow shirt you got with your nerdy pre-order, and prolly you’re not gonna sleep over at Taylor’s house when your band plays 
in his town a few months later. 

We, the fucking dregs of society, on the other hand, get to fall in love with NOT ONLY our favourite bands, but also with the people in those bands. Like, as 
people. We get to know them, and get to share opinions and feelings [uh, gay - Ed.] and baskets of fries and pretty much whatever we’ve got. It’s so com¬ 
monplace a notion that I, and I’m sure a lot of us, take it for granted almost constantly. 

It took a perfect record that cut me to my core and three incredible dudes and their town full of wonderful friends to remind me how fucking lucky we are 
- that there is no invisible line between us and the songs that make us tick. --DAVE WILLIAMS 


Emmanuel: What do you think is the worst punk rock trend? 

ROB SEATON (guitar/vocals): Pink and black. 

What is your ideal line-up regardless of date or era or anything? What 
would be the greatest show of all time? 

Oh god. It would be BUDDY HOLLY, THE DAMNED, THE JAM, BUZZCOCKS and 
WIRE or THE HOMOSEXUALS for the art aspect of the whole thing. 

You wouldn’t throw in any modern bands in there? You’d rather stick to 
the old stuff. 

Well, it’s the stuff I grew up on. There’s lots of new bands that I love... 
...and I’ll guess you’ll actually get to see them. 

I get to play with a lot of them which is amazing. So my ultimate line-up will 
be the things that I lose my shit over when I’m listening to them. Probably 999 
I’d have to throw in there too, for sure. 

Did you grow up in Sudbury? 

Yes. 

Was it like any small town where it’s hard to get into punk? 

No. It was introduced to me by my older brothers, and I had friends who lis¬ 
tened to music and some of them were pretty savvy about punk music. 

I can’t remember how it happened but it was along the lines of talking to one 
of my brother’s friends about a record that I had or a record that I heard and 
he said “if you like that, check this out,” and he unloaded a bunch of records 
on me. FORGOTTEN REBELS - THIS AIN’T HOLLYWOOD, THE VIBRATORS - BAT¬ 
TERIES INCLUDED, which is a compilation from the two first records they put 
out, the first GENERATION X record, and I think there was something like MOTT 
THE HOOPLE - MARS NEEDS GUITARS or something to show kind of the history 
of it. 


But at thirteen years old you’re not really paying attention to the 
history of anything. You’re developing your own. I didn’t look back after that 
at all. 

Was there a lot of record stores or anything to get your music? Or was it 
just tape trading? 

It was totally just borrowing and trips to the cities like Ottawa, Montreal or To¬ 
ronto. When you found out that one of your friends was going to the city you’d 
give him a list and some money to come back with records for you. It was all 
word of mouth and hanging out with your friends and listening to your friends’ 
music and your friends’ brothers’ music and your friends’ girlfriends’ music 
and just making tapes and borrowing shitty cassettes and copying them. 

Right now there’s a lot of cool punk rock bands coming out of Sudbury. Was 
that always the case? You’ve probably been going to shows for easily 15 
years. Has there always been a pretty decent scene? 

It’s obviously really strong now because of the day and age. People playing 
all the time. People getting into music. Young people getting into music and 
finding a spot to launch off. Right now there’s a lot of great bands. It hasn’t 
always been that way but punks always hung out with punks and weirdoes and 
whoever was into stuff. You’d make your own fun happen. There weren’t a 
tonne of shows. There’s been ebbs and flows like any other city but right now 
there’s a great scene in Sudbury. 

What were the greatest Sudbury punk rock bands that are forgotten now? 
Did they put out any records? Where there any punk bands in the late 70’s 
or early 80’s that are worth checking out and have records floating around 
or is there really nothing? 

You know what, I think it was a lot of kids like us just listening to music and 
stuff. There was some bands like ROOM 101 and THE INDIGNANT KERR and 
ELVIS ZOMBIES. When I first started going to shows... 

What year would that have been? 

That was mid-80’s. My first punk show was when I was 15 years old. 
It was THE GRUESOMES from Montreal and INDIGNANT KERR and ELVIS 
ZOMBIES. I had been into the music for a while but not old enough 
to go out to anything. Plus I didn’t really know of anything that was 
going on. 

Sudbury is a small town so everything is bar-oriented. There wasn’t 
a lot of hall shows and even if there was, I wasn’t aware of them be¬ 
cause I was young. That was my first hall show. It was a benefit for 
CLFR which at the time was the campus radio station. It was pretty 
rad. It solidified the fact that I just wanted to see it and do it. 



What are the future plans for STATUES? 

We’ve signed on for a full length with DERANGED, and in conjunction 
with that we’re going to do three or four 7”s to come out at the same 
time as the record. 

That are the same tracks as the LP? 

The idea is to pick three or four of the strongest songs on the record 
and have b-sides for all of them. This adds four songs to what we have 
to do, but it also gives us more time to flake out more cover songs 
that we really like. That will be fun. Ultimately, we’re planning to 
go out to Europe in May and we’ll see how it goes from there. « 

0 
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Writing and photos by Dave Secretary, intro by Ben Jensen. 


Since all you North American kids are soft little estrogen-soaked shits raised by hippies and MySpace, we thought we’d let our good friend Dave Secretary tell 
you a little something about what it was like when he and his girlfriend lived in China for a year. Remember, this is how a lot of people live all day, every day, 
and there are a hell of a lot more people on this planet whose daily existence is closer to the one Dave’s about to tell you about than to your own. Consider 
yourself lucky. Take it away, Dave. -- BEN JENSEN 



Here are some random Chinese men giving me the finger, probably because I am a foreigner. I assume they are all on their way to the goddamned mining camp in the nearby mountain that we could never see 
because of the pollution. Fuck. 


In China we lived in a “nice” apartment. 

We had a bathtub the size of a large sink, and since all the buildings there 
are made out of concrete, it was freezing. There were holes drilled through 
the walls and then covered in clear tape. No hot water except in the shower, 
and that was apparently done just for us (most people don’t have hot water, 
period). 

Picnic table for a bed -- we slept on boards for a whole year. In the winter 
there was no point going into the kitchen (or living room sometimes) because 
it was constantly about -5 degrees; none of the windows fastened properly. 
We originally didn’t have a heater. 

There were bats or birds or mice or something in the ducts. Because of the 
pollution, everything was covered in grime every morning no matter what you 
did. We woke up to people spitting and shitting in the streets, or teachers 
yelling at their children through megaphones, or people shooting off fireworks 
24/7 -- constant noise. 


tap water into an open wound for fear of infection. We had to order in fresh 
water every week (a luxury). Sometimes when the pollution was really bad, 
it would be like you were in the middle of a forest fire and smog and filth 
would actually filter into the apartment and just hang in the air. 

Random people constantly coming into the apartment to stare at the gas me¬ 
ter and getting irritated that we didn’t speak Mandarin. The slaughterhouse 
across the street sometimes played loud opera music to drown out the sounds 
of animals getting ripped in half. Tons of mud and shit everywhere outside 
-- you couldn’t walk ten steps without the tile beneath you sinking a bit and 
having a jet of liquid feces spray up your pant-leg from beneath. 

Our view mostly consisted of people kicking animals. The smells there were 
indescribable. They had this one product called ‘stinky tofu’ (our city was 
known for tofu for some goddamned reason) that people cooked over oil 
drums stuffed with coal and it just smelled like dead animals and vomit. 
People screaming and yelling and pointing at you constantly. We could stare 
at the sun at noon without hurting our eyes, that’s how polluted it was. 


You couldn’t see across the street because of the pollution, you couldn’t get 


Good times! 



Here’s a photo of a family that lived in a public outhouse that use to point and laugh at us every day when we’d walk by to get lunch (noodles and potatoes). 
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So almost nobody wants my fucking advice, huh? In the last issue, following a number of ma¬ 
niacal ravings, an e-mail address was provided wherein I could be reached so that the depth 
of my knowledge could be plundered. The response was less than overwhelming. There was 
hardly any whelming to speak of. So you know what? FUCK YOU! 


Shit. Sorry. I didn’t mean that. It’s my advice to myself to take that back. I suppose I only 
have myself to blame for this predicament. You see, I should have prefaced the last column 
by saying that I would not specialize in providing you with good advice. To be honest with 
you, there will probably be very little in the way of anything to draw from this column what¬ 
soever. However, if any advice does manage to find its way into my long-winded, moronic, 
circular rants, it will likely be terrible, terrible advice. This is because I am a terrible, terri¬ 
ble creature. If you know me personally, you are likely nodding your head right now. So with 
that, I hope to hear from you real soon. Unless I am dead by then. In which case, touche. 


Hey mike, how do I talk to girls? 

You talk to girls by opening your mouth, you fucking mongoloid. Talking to 
girls is easy. Making sense and impressing them is not. If you are like me (un¬ 
fortunately, like the Highlander, there can only be one) my advice to you is 
to not open your fat mouth. Nobody cares what’s in your head. It’s all about 
the gear. Go out and spend a shit stack of money on some fresh wears. And 
make it as flashy and loud as possible. If you have enough time, go on Ebay 
and try and find a shirt that has LED lights sewn into it. Halloween novelty 
shirts that emit “spooky” sounds will work in a pinch. But unless you can 
rewire that baby to drown out the DJ, you’d best stick with the sights. LA 
Lights and pants covered with reflective bicycle tape will cap off your look 
quite nicely. But feel free to experiment. The more glowing, the better. 


Now for the face. Girls like a guy with a pretty face. Girls also like manly 
men with beards. You know what makes your face pretty? Answer: make-up. 
You know who have beards and wear make-up? Answer: black metal dudes. 

I know it’s a lot of work. But trust me. It’ll get the results. It’s science. 
When you walk into that bar, you’re fucking dangerous and everybody knows 



it. They have to notice it because you are drawing their attention like an 
airport runway on Christmas. The prettiness, the manliness, the light emit- 
tingness - it’s all too powerful to ignore. Now don’t fuck it up by opening 
your fat mouth. 

But Mike, I’m a girl. What good is this advice to me? 

It’s not. 


Hey Mike, how come some mornings, after a night of heavy drinking, my 
left hand tingles? Am I in love? 

Submitted by Ben. 

How the fuck would I know? What the fuck do I know about love? Like most 
things, I only know how to be awful at it. It’s my diagnosis that you’re prob¬ 
ably having a long, drawn-out heart attack. I know it’s not the result of 
you punching stuff because when you punch stuff you tend to swing with your 
right. And I know this because you often yell, “the right of two bear arms” 
right before you take a drunken swing (for the ignorant masses: Ben has a bear 
tattooed on each of his forearms). 

Also, if if were indeed violence that were the cause of your affliction, you 
would probably have a sore jaw the next day as well. People seem to like 
to punching you in the face a lot. Provocation would only logically increase 
the volume and intensity of facial trauma, which you would also feel the next 
day. 

All of these facts lead me to conclude that you are trying to feed me 3 lbs of 
bullshit with a 2 oz spoon. 

Usually after a night of hard drinking I will get what is commonly referred to as 
“drinkin’ foot.” Drinkin’ foot is an ailment that I wouldn’t wish upon any man 
or woman (maybe a child). The symptoms of drinkin’ foot usually include: 
swelling of the feet, angular re-vectorization of the lower appendages, hissing 
and cracking sounds, increased appeal to rodents and woodland creatures, 
performance of the “white boy shuffle,” increased sensitivity to the elements, 
inability to properly navigate the seas, and temporary syphilis. 

By midday expect your feet to look like that blueberry chick in Willy Wonka 
and the Chocolate Factory. It is not a very pleasant sensation, and one which 
seems to get worse with age. Does drinkin’ foot mean that I am in love? 
Hardly. Does it mean that I drink too much? Probably. But what am I going to 
do about it? Stop drinking? I should burn down your house and dance on the 
ashes just for thinking such a thing. Face the facts: your body is only going to 
age and break down in painful and humiliating ways. And like I always say: let 
the good times roll you into an unmarked grave. 

[What the fuck? I thought this was supposed to be confidential! What kinda 
doctor ARE you?! -- Ed.] (cont. on page twenty two) 









































Writing by the Standard iSsue Street Gang (Steve Adamyk, Ben Jensen, Mike Laderoute, Ian Manhire, Carruthers 
Squire McLaughlin, Andrew Payne, Emmanuel Sayer, Dave Secretary), drawings by Ben Jensen 



A lot of magazines have done lists of things every man should do before he dies. But they’re not awesome like we’re awesome. So this list is different. And 
by ‘different’ I mean ‘better’. And by ‘better’ I mean ‘a lot more way awesomer’. 

If you don’t do at least all of these things before you die (which should be before you turn 40 or else you’re disqualified from being truly awesome), you’re 
not awesome. 

Now get out a pen and a giant set of balls, cuz it’s time to conquer the awesome list. To be awesome, before you die, you--as a man--should: 


-Get a face tattoo 

-Never ever (not once) give a fuck 

-Confront your rapist 


-Crash land a plane 

-Beat Sum 41 within an inch of their life (or an inch further if there’s time) 
-Make a daring prison escape 



-Seriously ruin a hippie’s day a.k.a. “harsh their mellow” 

-Fight pacifism at every opportunity 
-Settle beef with a duel 

-Father a child and then deny it until the kid has something you need 
-Rob some graves 

-Take to the woods and go feral for a good while, then wander back into the 
city for a slow, awkward, violent and dirty re-integration into society 

-Become an amateur surgeon, or at least give it a decent try once or twice 

-Get in a knife fight 

-Touch boobs... a lot 

-Get real good at voodoo 


-Start an awesome cult that all the coolest lonely weirdos wanna join 

-Ride a bunch of bald eagles taped together 

-Flash someone important 

-Get a face tattoo removed 

-Fart in a crowded elevator 


-Make liquor in a bathtub 
-Spike a punch bowl... with AIDS! 

-Kick a paper boy with a running start (those little fucks) 
-Train a dog to “sic balls” 

-Cut off a piece of your body that contains bone 


-Do the exact opposite of whatever your girlfriend tells you 
to do 


-Make something cool 
out of bones 

-Disappoint a child 

-Ruin Christmas 

-Do something everyone 
hates (like barfing) for lon¬ 
ger than anyone’s ever done 
it, in a very public place 

-Invent a language where 
all the most common 
words sound exactly like 
english swear words and 
racial slurs 


-Become the Gold¬ 
en Gloves champ 
at your local prison 


-Work tirelessly on a cure for 
hippy-ism 



-Find out how much whiskey you can drink in one sitting without dying, then -Spend a full year blaming everything on a long-dead relative, or, failing 
drink one drop less than that (or one drop more if you have time) that, an appliance 


-Ride a fat guy 
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-Randomly drive to some bar really far from your home, get drunk, throw 
your keys and wallet into a river and proclaim, “I live here now!” 

-Look up from this magazine and punch the first person you see in the face 

-Design and create a flag 

-Wear that flag as a cape 

-Get an offensive tattoo... done on someone else’s body. You’re going to 
need a weapon and a ski mask. 

-Pop Viagra for a whole week. Day and night. 

Make the most of it, because your penis is 
pretty much going to be shot after this. 

-Throw the opening pitch at a Major 
League Baseball game, despite not 
being authorized to do so 

-Open a business out of revenge 

-Try making money doing what you 
love. Try and get to love making 
crystal meth. 

-Tell your father to ‘hit the road’ 

-Rip out your own heart and watch it 
beat in your hand 

-That last one was a trick; awesome 
men don’t have hearts--rip out your spleen 
or something and watch it do whatever the 
hell IT does 

-Fill your bum with dirt, then try to grow flowers 

-See how many flips you can do off of a very tall building 

-Destroy a lighting shop with your hands 

-Pick a fight with your dad 

-Masturbate while operating heavy machinery 

-Find the girl from Total Recall with three boobs. Examine further. 

-Chew tobacco like Jesse Ventura in Predator 
-Shit your pants on the bus 
-Yell out ‘four more years’ while entirely alone 
-Braid chest hair 

-Refer to everyone who does not endorse VHS/beta as a ‘fucking queer’ 
-Kick down somebody’s front door 

-Okay, this one is a bit of a stretch: imagine that you are water-skiing 
but instead of a speed boat pulling you, it’s a horse. Do a jump off a 
ramp while holding the cowboy hat on your head. 

-Smoke backwards cigarettes, it’s WAY more cool 

-Hula hoop with a razor lined hula--you’re gonna get CUTT UP 

-Get in trouble, then answer to authorities by saying “sorry please homework 
sandwich Afghanistan alarm truck” 


-Walk around naked on PRIDE DAY 
-Cook with gizz 

-Reverse the one way signs on some intersections of O’Connor 
-Do cartwheels in a mine field 

-Eat something that’s been on the floor for longer than five seconds 

-End something’s life with your bare hands white staring in its eyes 

-Fall asleep while driving 

-Stick your head in a ceiling fan 

-Watch every Schwarzeneggar movie circa ‘85-’92 

-Stare at a solar eclipse 

-Learn how to smoke meat--human meat 

-Wish in one hand, shit in the other. See which one fills up faster. 

-Dance on burning hot embers; the burning hot embers in place of where your 
neighbour’s house once stood 

-Remain at the scene of a war crime 

-Offer to lend a hand in the war on drugs. Then launch a scud missile at a 
pharmacy. 

-Travel the globe impregnating hundreds of women in strange and distant 
lands. Name each of the subsequent offspring after the Pratt Et Lambert paint 
swatch their skin tone most closely resembles. 

-Announce to the room “I’m not gonna take this shit sitting down!” and then 
poop standing up 

-Find a demon and marry it, just so you can bring it to cocktail parties and 
say “this is my wife Bzalxigrath; she may not be much to look at, but she’s a 
DEMON in the sack”. The laughs you get will be more than worth the messy 
divorce. 

-At a surprise birthday party, instead of yelling SURPRISE, execute someone 
gangland style 

-Invite a few friends over for pop and chips. When they arrive and discover 
the absence of pop or chips, tell them it’s really an intervention; an interven¬ 
tion against life. And then kill yourself gangland style. 



-Chain smoke firecrackers 



-Stick your hambone in the glove box 
-Go in the parade dressed up like a Santa 

-Pick your bum, stick it in your nose, snort it into your mouth, spit it onto the 
floor, pee on it, then lick it 


-If you have the unfortunate luck of dying at a ripe old age in a bed with your 
loved ones surrounding you, single out one of your relatives and make your last 
words, “[insert name here], there is something dire you must know . . ..” They 
will go bonkers trying to figure that shit out. 

-Get buried under a tombstone shaped like a hand giving the finger A 
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If you live in Ottawa, by the time you read this, winter’s made your life a daily exercise in fucking 
lame. No more ogling girls without having to use your imagination, no more sitting on the stoop with 
some beers, and no more skateboarding. 


Oh shit, waitaminute--did I say “no more SKATEBOARDING”? WRONG! Let STANDARD iSSUE get you 
knowledged on the science of SKATE BASEMENT! 


Well, basically, it’s not all that complicated. It’s skateboarding in a house’s basement. YOU probably 
coulda thought of this (and YOU’RE dumb as rocks). But you probably wrote off your basement (or 
your buddy’s basement, or your girl’s basement, or your deaf old unassuming 
neighbour’s basement...) as too cramped and shitty to have a good time 
skating in it. 


But here’s the thing: you’re overthinking it. STD’s own Andrew Payne 
is renting an apartment (not for much longer, unfortunately) with a 
tiny concrete dungeon of a basement. It’s totally un-ideal for skate¬ 
boarding. For one thing, anyone over 5’8 can’t stand up straight 
in it, for another, there’s baseball-sized holes and exposed pipes 
in the floor. And it’s TINY. Probably like 10’by 14’of skateable 
terrain. But with just a bit of work, that tiny concrete dun¬ 
geon became a tiny skateboard deathtrap. 


But it was fun as two hells. 


Safety equipment. With five or six guys all zooming around 
a tiny pock-marked basement made of unrelenting concrete, 
there’s probably gonna be some bails. So make sure you drink 
some beers, that way it won’t hurt so bad when you hit your 
unprotected skull and elbows on the floor, ceiling ducts and 
garbage pile. 


Some girls. You’re gonna want some girls around to watch in 
case you do something awesome like go up the quarter and 
ride back down fakie without falling and splitting something 
wide open. 


A boombox. How are you gonna get rad without some BLACK FLAG and early METALLICA pushing 
you on? 


Alright, that’s it. Go get crack-a-lacking, stud. 


Why am I writing this? Cuz here’s my dream: Ottawa’s 
got an awesome basement punk show scene. How 
rad would a winter basement skate park scene be? 
Imagine if you had like three or four or five or elev- 
enty-twelve friends with modified skateparks in 
their basements throwing basement winter 
skate parties? Like I said, it takes a shittier 
basement (or living room, or kitchen...) 
than you’re probably thinking to make for 
an awesome mid-winter session. 


Here’s all you need: 


Some friends. Okay, right off the bat, I might be over-es¬ 
timating you. Do you got friends? Okay, good. Cuz they can 
help you clear all the old doo-dads, and gee-gaws, and wonky- 
woos from your basement (or at least shove ’em all into one 
corner). They can also help you with the next thing you need: 

Some ramps. In Andrew’s basement, we had a quarter pipe with a 
tranny that ran straight to vert (the wall was the ‘vert’), but the other 
ramps were just planks of wood that we propped up on a low table (that 
was also good for doing plants on) and the stairs (that were ALSO good 
for doing plants on). Shit doesn’t have to be great, it just has to be there. 
Hell, throw a plank of wood on top of that pile of garbage you shoved into one 
corner. That’s a ramp. Hell, call it a fun box. I don’t care. 


But you can also buy ramp plans from THRASHER. Or--you kids 
are good at internets--go find some on the world websites, probably. 

I dunno, I’ve got a life. 


Ian hit his head on the ceiling. 
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Interview by Carruthers Squire Mclaughlan, photos by Andrew Carver, intro by Ben Jensen. 


There are a bunch of hilarious 30-something guys living here in Ottawa who do drugs, get hassled by cops, used to skate, and play in an ‘80s style hardcore 
band with a bad swear in its name. So we sent Carruthers to go interview a couple of them. PS: their band is called THE FUCKING MACHINES and they rule 
harder than Stalin! -- BEN JENSEN 


SCOTT TERRY (LEAD VOCALS): [You] should grow a beard. 

CARRUTHERS: I can’t. I’ve tried. 

DAVE “THE PROFESSOR” JACKSON: GUITAR: I can’t grow one either. 

I can do a chinstrap... maybe... 

SCOTT: It’s willpower, man, you just... gotta will it. 

How long did it take for you to grow that? 

SCOTT: Three years. 

And it just kind of stopped there? 

SCOTT: Well, it’s a funny story. I found out, after I broke up with my ex-girl¬ 


friend, through a mutual friend, that she would trim my beard in my sleep. 

And she never woke you up once? 

SCOTT: Never. 

DAVE: Would she manscape you as well? 

SCOTT: Yeah, I got manscaped. 

Down low? 

SCOTT: No, just facial manscaping. 

Were you pissed when you found out? 

SCOTT: I felt deceived. 
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She never woke you up? 

SCOTT: I was probably hammered when she did it. 

Quick-off the top of your heads, what’s the average age of a Fucking Ma¬ 
chine? 

DAVE: Thirty two? 

SCOTT: Thirty two, thirty three. Something like that. 

Tell me why a bunch of thirty three year olds are playing hardcore. What’s 
the appeal? 

SCOTT: Well, we all grew up skating. 

DAVE: In the eighties. 

SCOTT: In the eeiiighties. We had big boards back then. Real boards. 


SCOTT: He was like “Why do you have a marijuana sticker on your wallet?” 
DAVE: He called for backup and this old sergeant guy showed up and asked us 
“What, are you guys drunk? Go home.” And then he turned to the cop [who 
called for backup] and started yelling “What the fuck is wrong with you? Call¬ 
ing backup for two drunks?” 

What were you yelling? 

DAVE: I think that was during your BEEYOOOOOOO phase. 

SCOTT: Oh, yeah, the electronic drums. 

Syn Toms? 

SCOTT: Yeah, a Synare. I had one... 


And the wheels? 

SCOTT: Manly wheels. 

DAVE: They were made out of clay. 

SCOTT: Stone age wheels. 

DAVE: The thing is, we all still listen to hardcore. It’s not like we ever stopped 
and decided to go back. 

SCOTT: I still remember the day in the summer of 1986 when I fell in love with 
Black Flag. I was scraping paint off of a windowsill on a ladder at my dad’s 
house. I’d bought Damaged for Christmas with an HMV gift certificate. 


Do you still have it? 

SCOTT: No, man. I don’t know where it went. 

How long have the Fucking Machines been around for now? 

SCOTT: Four years? I don’t know. [To Dave ] How long have you been in Lon¬ 
don? A year and a half? 

DAVE: A year and a half. Well, we started when I was... the... so yeah, four 
years. 

SCOTT: Oh yeah. You joined... sort of... you were there from the get-go. 
DAVE: I was here from the get-go... we started when I was here on my co- 



Your grandma money? 

SCOTT: Exactly. I went and bought Damaged, listened to it once and went 
“Ho ly fuck. I can’t listen to this. This is noise.” But being up on that lad¬ 
der, scraping paint... I hated scraping paint. All of a sudden, it made a lot of 
sense. SO I JUMPED ON MY BOARD AND I THRASHED! 


Whoa! If I handed a skateboard to either one of you, could 
you like... pop shuvit? 

DAVE: I don’t think I could do anything. 

SCOTT: I could ollie. 


How high? 

SCOTT: At least over a trash 
can. 


Trash can on 
its side or... 

SCOTT: 

Standing up. 

Trash can stand¬ 
ing up. 

DAVE: I tried 

skating again a 
little bit ago and I 
just couldn’t do it. I 
couldn’t do anything. 
SCOTT: I still have a cou¬ 
ple boards kicking around 
but I’m... like, I broke my 
collarbone three times. 


Skating? 

SCOTT: Once. Once on a skate¬ 
board, once on a bike and... oh, 
the third time. I was pretty drunk 
and being chased by the cops. I was 
running through this parking lot and I 
didn’t realize that it wasn’t one park¬ 
ing lot, but two parking lots with a foot 
drop in between them with a wire six 
inches up. I sort of smashed my face and 
shoulder when I hit the ground. Broke my collarbone again. 

DAVE: Did the cops catch you? 

SCOTT: Oh yeah. At one point, I was lying on the ground, holding the shoul¬ 
der, like “Ohhhh, what the fuck is wrong with me?” There was a circle of cops 
standing around me and they wanted my I.D. So I unclipped my wallet and 
threw it up in the air. One of them caught it just as I realized that I had a big 
420 sticker on it. 

DAVE: That happened to us that one time the cop stopped us and he slammed 
you against his car. He wanted to search your bag and he threw it out onto 
Bank Street. 

SCOTT: Ohhhh yeah. 

DAVE: Because we were... yelling... 


op. 

SCOTT: That’s right. Then you left in the fall. 
DAVE: I left to finish my semester. 


And you guys have a 7” and an LP... after four 
years? 

SCOTT: It’s tough, though, with members living 
in London, Aylmer, Ottawa. That’s three differ¬ 
ent places. 


Well, [To Dave] how do you practice with 
these guys? Do you do it over speaker¬ 
phone or... 

DAVE: No, I just... 

SCOTT: Well, that’s actually why we 
can’t... we don’t have any more 
songs. It would just fuck Dave up 
too much. 

DAVE: But we can write them in 
the summer. 

SCOTT: Are you going to be 
here in the summer? 

DAVE: I can come for, like, a 
month when I come to write 
my proposal. 

SCOTT: There’s a spare 
room in Aylmer if you want 
some peace and quiet. 

DAVE: Perhaps I will. 

SCOTT: There’s a pool. 

DAVE: One thing at a time. You know, we could 
write until June and then record in August. 

SCOTT: And we can not drop acid this time. 

DAVE: And we can not drop acid this time. 


Were you guys... uhh... 

SCOTT: I dropped acid when we did the LP. 


Like, for all of it? 

SCOTT: Well, we basically, uh... we recorded pretty much everything but the 
vocals in a day. 

DAVE: Oh, it shows. 

SCOTT: Yeah... we had some metal guy recording it. That’s why I did acid. It 
was just kind of like ‘ahhh, whatever. Fuuuuck this’ 


While you were on vocals? 

SCOTT: A little before. Dropped acid at about two in the afternoon, maybe 
three. Smoked a bunch of weed. Drank about... 

DAVE: We drank something like a hundred... a hundred and sixty beers? I just 
remember buying all of those flats of Pilsner Urquelle. 

SCOTT: Well, there was our problem. Pilsner Urquelle is only 4.6... 

DAVE: But it’s delicious. 


(cont. on page twenty two) 
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Interview by Andrew Payne, photos by Pierre Richardson. 

When I first heard about punk culture, I was pretty excited. From what I gathered, you could be creative and weird without being a super big wussy (artist) 
about it. Then I found out the majority of punk culture today is just as stagnant and close-minded as everything else. A lot of people are trying to recreate a 
reaction to a social situation that happened over 30 years ago -- a situation that they weren’t even alive for. 

Thankfully, Ludo Mariman, vocalist/guitarist of Belgian punk legends THE KIDS, was there when punk first started. He and the two other original members 
came to Ottawa in October to play a show and tell STANDARD iSSUE readers under 40 what it’s really all about. 


Judging by his comments, we’re headed for an exciting time in the world. The current collapsing economy, oil shortage and all-around Armageddon feeling will 
make a wider variety of people genuinely angry and creative again. 




What was life like in Belgium when you started The Kids? 
LUDO: I was 21 when we formed The Kids back in May ‘76 and I 
was working as a ship repairer at the docks here in Antwerp. In 
the ‘60s the sky was the limit, but after the oil crisis in the begin¬ 
ning of the ‘70s, a lot changed. More unemployment, taxes, and 
a feeling that laid the base of the ‘no future’ slogan of the ‘70s 
punk. In Antwerp we had a lot of blues rock bands, no real scene, 
and so we were different from the rest of the bands from the very 
beginning when we played our first concerts. 


Did you have any expectations of how punk culture would de¬ 
velop? Is punk culture different today? 

Punk culture at the time was very different from now. I remember 
it was very colourful -- lots of fluorescent green, pink, purple co¬ 
lours in clothes and hair. A very creative time as there were many 
punk bands, with often good songs, people who made their own 
magazines, made their own clothes, record labels. It really was 
do-it-yourself, and not the monotone feeling I get with punk to¬ 
day. I mean, even the songs then were more pop on speed; there 
was a lot of melody in the songs. Also punk today, so it seems, is 
brought back to black clothes and boring noise as songs. 


Why do a lot of European bands sing in English? 

Well, English is like Latin was in the age of Rome. It’s an in¬ 
ternational language and it sounds better than, for instance, 
my own language, Flemish. And it is really satisfying to come 
to Canada or the USA, or like in February in Japan, and see the 
people know the songs and the lyrics. Imagine if I would have 
written them in Flemish! 


How do you feel about bands today covering your songs? 

We still find it amazing that young people are picking up our 
music and want to cover it. Not only in Belgium but all over 
the world. I think I’m a lucky bastard, being able after so many 
years to do what I like most - playing my favourite music on 
stage. It’s the best sweat there is. 


There seems to be rules for liking punk. You have to have a 
bad job, bad gear, bad singing voice, be an asshole and wear the 
punk uniform. What do you think of these rules? 

The one rule was, there were no rules. You’re right about these so-called 
rules, it’s ridiculous and kind of sectarian. So the anarchists wear uniforms 
and start behaving as a herd. I am an individual and I don’t like these kind of 
limitations. That’s why in 1979 I really had enough of the whole scene because 
by then punk was commercialized (‘Razorblades For Sale’). I mean if you 
looked like a punk you would get a contract by any major record company! 


Some Kids songs have an aggressive feel to them: ‘Bloody Belgium’, ‘This is 


Rock ‘n Roll’. What kinds of things make you angry? 

Stupidity of people, injustice, hypocrisy, racism, misusing power, religious fa¬ 
natics (Christians, as well as Muslims or Hindus). Somehow religion often leads 
to war. Needless to say, I’m not religious. Anyway, the fact that I’m still able 
to get angry is important to me. It prevents me from becoming cynical and it 
is an energy to me. 


Some Kids songs have a powerpop feel to them: ‘Do You Wanna Know’, 
‘There Will Be No Next Time’. I like these songs too, but some people seem 
to think that a good melody is a threat to their masculinity. What do you 
think of this fear of pop? 

As I said earlier, punk in the ‘70s was more melodic than now. 
I always liked a good catchy song. Take the Sex Pistols: great 
songs, fabulous lyrics. Or ‘White Riot’ from The Clash - what 
a song! Or The Ramones. So many good songs were written at 
the time. And it was an inspiration for me to write songs with 
a catchy chorus. 
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Where we talk about stuff and tell you whether to like it or not. 

Reviews by the Standard iSsue Street Gang. 


THE BARBARAS - SUMMERTIME ROAD b/w DAY AT THE SHRINE/FLOW (Goner 
Records, USA) 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

Remember when you were in high school and you were standing around out¬ 
side the dance chewing gum for a few minutes before you had to fool the 
cops assigned to watch the door for drunk kids? Remember how the music 
coming from the other side of the doors sounded all muffled and boomy and 
cavernous? That’s what the ‘Summertime Road’ side of this 7” from Mem¬ 
phis’s BARBARAS sounds like (only, instead of BACKSTREET BOYS or whatever 
the hell was playing at your high school dance, it’s something good). 

If you were standing on the other side of the door to THIS dance, you’d 
definitely wanna get in there and check out the ‘60s soul-style rocker (kinda 
reminds me of NATHANIEL MAYER) with what sounds like about 500 crowd 
members dancing and sweating and clapping along, and you wouldn’t have 
ditched out on it after about 15 minutes to go see what roofs you could climb 
onto, or whatever other stupid (*cough*awesome*cough*) shit you did when 
you were drunk and 14. 

The two B-sides are kinda weak though. I can’t really picture anyone but 
people who are into things that are “cute” being into them. Maybe they 
would’ve fared better on their own without following ‘Summertime Road’. 
So I’m gonna give this 7” a SHITTY rating. The A-side is a straight-up ruler 
and is gonna keep me coming back for more, but two out of three songs 
being kinda lame DEFINITELY merits a SHITTY. So watch out here it comes: 
SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: It’s all the BARBARAS sleeping in a bed 
together under a happy moon. I find no fault with this. NOT SHITTY 

DAILY VOID - MASS COMMUNICATION CULTURE 7” (Boom Chick, USA) 

(Written by Steve Adamyk) 

DAILY VOID might be one of the most aggro bands I’ve ever heard. While not 




necessarily that “heavy”, these Chicago crazies slam out their brand of cave- 
man-like weird punk with just enough melody to make it perfect. Catchy, 
creepy and mindless songs that create the following impure thoughts in your 
brain: killing, smashing, sexing, and book-burning all at the same time. The 
kind of songs that make you want to throw your fucking computer out the 
window in a fit of joy. As difficult as it is for a band to pull off a song that 
has a chorus with the lyrics “HA HA HA HA HA HA HA”, DAILY VOID does it 
with flying colours. 

‘Mass Communication Culture’ fits perfectly with groups with standard 
themes of dissecting our modern world, and it’s a hot A-side to boot. This 
single is stellar, but the Surprise Surprise 7” on HOZAC is easily my favourite. 
Pick 'em up before they’re long gone. NOT SHITTY 

HOLY COBRAS - MAKE PYRAMIDS Cassette/MP3s (Telephone Explosion Re¬ 
cords, Canada) 

(Written by Mike Laderoute) 

First off, anyone who is familiar with STANDARD iSSUE knows that this band 
probably won’t get a bad review because they are friends of ours. Well you 
know what? The only member I kinda know is Dan, and I live hundreds of 
miles away from his wrath. So I feel that I can say this: this band still won’t 
get a bad review because they are fucking awesome! (Psyched ya, didn’t 

I?) 

I have had the unfortunate luck of having been out of Ottawa for pretty 
much the entire rise (and likely bullet ridden, Bonnie-and-Clyde-esq fall) of 
this band. And that’s a shame because I would love to see them play more. 

Not too long ago, I saw them live for the first time and it totally blew me 
away (okay, so I walked in on another set a long time ago and I believe it was 
their first show and I believe I was drunk as shit and inundated with social 
nonsense, so it doesn’t count). This brings me to my only critique of the 
tape: it doesn’t measure up. Oh, don’t get me wrong. She’s good. Real 
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good. I’ve-been listening-to-it-all-week-and-want-to-kick-through-the-rear- 
window-of-a-police-cruiser-from-the-inside good. 

There is this weird spy mu¬ 
sic element to the whole 
thing. It’s composed and 
stoic at the same time that 
it’s trembling uncontrol¬ 
lably and out of its god¬ 
damn mind. But to put it 
in perspective, the tape 
is basically the difference 
between seeing footage of 
a riot and being in the fray 
with a brick in your hands. 
It’s the difference between 
a recording of gunshots and 
having an actual tommy gun 
go off two inches from your 
face. The tape is merely a 
bi-product. It’s a necessity 
for being in a great punk 
band. It ain’t gonna mea¬ 
sure up to the real sweat. 
But it’s still beating the 
shit out of most over-pol¬ 
ished bullshit out there. 
And that’s the way it should 
be. And I like it. And I’ll be 
chewing on this as often as 
I can until I can gorge from 
the troff of live again soon 
NOT SHITTY 


THE KING KHAN & BBQ SHOW - ANIAAAL PARTY b/w GOD OF RAISINS 7” (Fat 
Possum Records, USA) 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

This is a 7” from Montreal/Berlin modern-day garage monsters KING KHAN fit 
BBQ. SHOW, so there’s not a whole lot of suspense to this review; it’s gonna 
get a NOT SHITTY rating. And it deserves it. So I’ll just try to describe the 
two sides. 

‘Animal Party’ is a catchy (almost obnoxiously catchy when it comes to the 
chorus) little number with an awesome lead guitar line and lead vocals by King 
Khan telling the story of a house party where the guests are all farm animals. 
At some point, somebody orders a pizza. This is obviously a great song. 

But I like the B-side, ‘God Of Raisins’ more. This one’s another story, com¬ 
plete with short, spoken word bits--a garage opera, if you will. But mostly 
it’s a real wild and intense gospel freakout, a soul shouter complete with 
howling female backup vocals from Jenna Roker (from Montreal’s the DEL- 
GATORS, with Khan and Choyce from CPC GANGBANGS), and frantic speaking 
in tongues by KHAN (who handles lead vocals on this one too), all keeping 
pace to a quick and steady snare beat. This song is too wild to live, too 
catchy to die. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: This is some of the best album art/pack- 
aging I’ve seen in my young, innocent life. It’s a gatefold 7” and it comes 
with a little story book. The artwork’s all done in that cartoon style that 
was so popular in the ‘50s and ‘60s with the real smooth, round lines (no 
right angles) and a bold outline to everything. The front cover shows KING 
KHAN and BBQ tending to a barbecue while their animal guests wait at a 
picnic table drinking bottles of beer in the background. When you flip the 
album over, you can see that KK and BBQ are cooking veggie kebabs, and 
also that behind their aprons, their bare asses are hanging out. The story 
book has all the lyrics to ‘Animal Party’ and illustrations to match. The art 
is amazing and it was all done by a guy from here in Ottawawesome called 
Mathieu Trudel. 

If the mainstream record industry would put this much effort into making an 
album people would actually wanna OWN, from great music right down to 
killer artwork and packaging, they’d probably be doing a lot better, instead 
of having all their shit (and I do mean SHIT) stolen off the internet. This 7” 
was expensive (I think I paid $8-10 bucks for it at the show), but it was worth 
it. NOT SHITTY 



LIVEFASTDIE - BUZZ BUZZ BUZZARD b/w (HE’S GOT) PECKER BREATH 7” 

(Goodbye Boozy, Italy) 

(Written by Steve Adamyk) 

If you’ve yet to hear of this band, you should already have enough informa¬ 
tion to put it on your shopping list, simply based on the the title and album 
cover. Seriously, how retarded is this band. Look at the cover of this record. 
‘Livefastdie’ written in PAINTBRUSH with a fucking clip-art of a cartoon bird 
ala Bugs Bunny and Tweety Show from the 50’s? It’s the worst thing I’ve ever 
seen in my life... so, in short, the greatest cover imaginable. 

This band is all about making shitty music for shitty people. Fucked up, ugly, 
catchy punk songs that still manage to be a little poppy with a sense of hu¬ 
mour, no doubt. Songs that are so horribly recorded that most people would 
think it was a joke (unless you’re scholars like ourselves, HAR HAR). 


Newsflash: Even though I love a ton of indie rock, folk, and politically-charged 
tunes, some people need to be kicked in the dick and forced to listen to re- 
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cords like this. Act like an idiot and have a laugh or two for once. Fuck you 
and your arty bullshit! Record two songs in five minutes, call one of them 
PECKER BREATH and put a stupid goddamn bird on the cover. AWESOME. 

As for the actual music, the A-side is an upbeat, foot-stomping, catchy tune 
that has a guitar track sounding similar to a bass-heavy chainsaw (not a 
severe high end chainsaw sound like ‘We Can’t Dance’ by THE BLACK LIPS 
or anything). Drums sound like a drum machine. Probably is. Who cares. I 
love this band; and most importantly, I was just happy to find out that a band 
with such a radical name isn’t trying to be the next DISCHARGE. A beautiful 
single. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: [It’s mixed into the album review, dummy. 
-Ed.] NOT SHITTY 

MEGAPUSS - SURFING (Ada/Vapor) 

(Written by Mike Laderoute) 

You wanna hear Devendra Banhart and some other dude play semi-commer¬ 
cial, lounge-y, LEN-covering-GRINDERMAN type shit? ME EITHER! 

Ever since I saw the interview with Devendra Banhart on the Be Here To Love 
Me DVD extras, I’ve wanted to punch him square in the face. Some of his songs 
are okay. But most of the time I find he has much of the same qualities as this 
dread-headed asshole who use to sit next to me in some of my university art 
classes who would relate everything back to weed or THC and acted as if his 
Beefheart-inspired musical creations made geraniums bloom and blue birds 
chirp a merry tune. 

Fuck!! Just thinking about him and Banhart while listing to this masturba- 
tory ear shit is making me want to bus to my parents’ house and sit in my 
mother’s running van with the garage door closed and a hose coming through 
the window. 

Hold up... “fuck Enron/fuck Exxon/fuck homophobes in their assholes”? He 
just said that shit. HE JUST SAID THAT SHIT TO THE RHYTHM OF “I WANT 
CANDY”! 

Okay, I’m finishing this review and grabbing my pitchfork. I gotta Google 
where he lives. Just a sec... LA! 

I just gotta stop off and pick me up a large stick and some kerosene on my way 
to the airport. SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: No time. Must murder. SHITTY 


PEOPLE WHO LOOK AT YOU AS SOON AS YOU EVEN GLANCE AT THEM 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

Y’know when you’re on the city bus, or some other crowded public place, 
and you’re just kinda bored, just letting your eyes wander, and they land on 
someone’s face, and the SPLIT SECOND you start looking at them, their eyes 
snap up to meet your gaze? And it’s no fluke either. No, EVERY TIME your 
eyes land on theirs, no matter how quick, they’ll snap their eyes up at yours. 
It’s like “I’m not staring at you, you freak! Stop being such a freak!” 

Cuz don’t kid yourself, these people are freaks. Fuck you, freaks. SHITTY 

THE SCHOOL JERKS - demo cassette (self-released, Canada) 

Want me to put this into perspective? THE SCHOOL JERKS played the BAYOU 
here in Ottawa last November, a low ceiling basement club well-renowned 
for toilet floods and violence. Part way through their set I asked the BIRD- 
MAN* what he thought... he smiled in his way that lets you know he’s about 
to launch into a diatribe of social commentary. He said it was funny, it was 
like being at a punk show 30 years ago! Now THAT’S a compliment! 

Please allow me to Wiki... The SCHOOL JERKS are from Toronto. I saw them 
by accident last summer at a house party show I drove down to check out 
with a couple of bands up from Indiana: THE SWEET 16s, and THE MANS. 
Turned out Matt, the bass player from THE SCHOOL JERKS, now living in 
Toronto, booked the whole thing for his friends from his homeland... PARTY 
CITY, USA! Matt runs a KILLER label from Toronto called SPIN THE BOTTLE 
RECORDS. He’s up to 16 releases now! Including a BRUTAL KNIGHTS record 
I’m sure every STD reader owns a copy of. 

Okay, so that’s Matt. Then you’ve got Ben on guitar... all you fans of TERMI¬ 
NAL STATE will remember this guy as lead singer along with TERMINAL STATE’S 
drummer Ivan who drums for the SCHOOL JERKS too! SCHOOL JERKS singer 
Luke behaves like an unpredictable madman, and is one of those people that 
makes you wanna get drunk and let your guard down at a punk show! 

Now you have context-allow that to seep into your brain before you press the 
play button on the SCHOOL JERKS’ demo cassette. From there, I can describe 
what I heard... a cult-classic punk rock sound reminiscent of sneering- and 
attitude-loaded early 80’s punk and hardcore-think BLACK FLAG, the GERMS, 
the ADOLESCENTS, up into some of the currents like GOVERNMENT WARNING, 
BRUTAL KNIGHTS, HOMOSTUPIDS etc... 

If you hurry, you’ll get a copy of the cassette. Otherwise, there’s a 7” coming 
up on RIFF RAFF RECORDS...stay tuned and get some! NOT SHITTY 

["For anyone not from Ottawa, or from Ottawa and missing the point 
of life, Ian is not on drugs; Birdman is a real (and all-human) dude. 

He’s John Westhaver, owner of BIRDMAN RECORDS, the BEST record 
shop in Ottawa and its surroundings, and he REALLY knows his shit.] 
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TY SEGALL - SELF-TITLED LP (Castle Face Records, USA) 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

I already put some effort into writing a review for Ty Segall’s mind-blow¬ 
ing Skin 7”, so I don’t really see why I should have to put any effort into 
reviewing his mind-blowing 12” (remember, kids: it’s better to die than to 
try). Especially when the sticker on the plastic sleeve sums it up so good 
already. Here’s what you need to know, according to the sticker (and backed 
by me): 

TY SEGALL 

OF SF’S TRADITIONAL FOOLS 
ONE-MAN BAND 
TRASHCAN CAVEMAN 
REVERB STOMP 

Yeah, that’s about it. I dunno what else to say... if you want a good record 
to listen to, buy it...? Whadyou WANT from me? NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Not bad front cover, but there’s NO infor¬ 
mation on the sleeve. No liner notes or NOTHIN’. There’s even an asterisk 
after one of the tracks, but no follow-up. It’s just a hanging asterisk. It’s 
like a beautiful siren crashing you into the rocks. SHITTY 



TY SEGALL - SKIN/BOOKSMARTS b/w MS. WHITE/...AND THEN JUDY WALKED 

IN 7” (Goodbye Boozy, Italy) 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

I don’t wanna put too much pressure on you or anything, but if you don’t 
own a copy of the song ‘Skin’ by Ty Segall, you’re a braindead sack of old 
balls. Until you’ve dropped cash or performed sexual favours to get a copy 
of this song, you’re nuthin’l No, you’re worse than that: you’re nuthin’s 
little brother. 

This song is just over a minute of organ breaks mercilessly dragging you from 
one attack of stomping drums, ripping guitars and frantic shouting to the 
next--and it’s all drenched in distortion and reverb and lit on fire! It’s the 
catchiest full-on garage assault out there right now! 

And the other tracks are no slouches either. ‘Booksmarts’ rides a sixties spy 


movie riff into a fiery crash of feedback and screeching guitar noise. ‘Ms. 
White’ is the kinda song that makes bad stuff happen at parties when some¬ 
one throws it on... and by bad stuff I mean awesome stuff. ‘...And Then 
Judy Walked In’, finishes things off with a batch of instrumental sixties movie- 
soundtrack-ish weirdness. 

If you wanna spend some of your money on something other than beer and 
Slim Jims this month, this 7” is worth it. NOT SHITTY 

THE WHITE WIRES LP (self-released, Canada) 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

Ottawa’s own WHITE WIRES have released an album of garage pop songs so 
catchy you’d need a brain abortion to get them out of your head. And these 
songs are so good, you SHOULD get a brain abortion if you want them out of 
your head, cuz your brain’s obviously not working right. You’re probably a 
criminal or something. And not the cool kind of criminal like a bank robber or 
a guy who throws himself in front of cars and then sues the driver; the kind 
that does stuff to kids. 

For the rest of you, lemme fill you in on what this LP has to offer, and that’s 
nothing short of nine tracks of lo-fi, mono, garage-pop genius. If Berry Gordy 
Jr- and Phil Spector’s music had a lovechild that they abandoned in the trash 
to fend for itself among all the rats, living off abandoned pizza crusts and beer 
can dregs, watching all the pretty girls walk by its alley home, it would prob¬ 
ably grow up to be THE WHITE WIRES--a trashcan punk with a heart of pop. 

The album starts with a direct and blatant rip-off of the opening riff to 
‘Something Else’ by Eddie Cochran... and it really says something about the 
quality of ‘Girly Girly Girly’ as a song when you’re not disappointed it turns 
out to be a WIRES original instead of the Cochran classic. If you haven’t seen 
the crowd go ballistic at a WHITE WIRES show yet, ‘Girly, Girly, Girly’Tl help 
put it into perspective for you. 

The rest of the nine-track LP is a tradeoff between the bubblegum pop-style 
rock and roll of ‘Girly Girly Girly’ and the broken glass minimalism of punk-er 
(but no less catchy) tracks like ‘Your Mother Says You’re Ugly’. So if you’re 
into chewing bubblegum mixed with glass shards, this album was worth the 
ridiculously long wait for you. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Three torsos with all sorts of wires for 
heads! Why not? NOT SHITTY A 


white 

Wires 
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Everything you need to know to not be bored. 

Writing by Ben Jensen, photos by Andrew Carver and Pierre Richardson. 



I’m happy about this edition of OttaWHAT’S UP cuz it’s shorter than usual since 
this issue came out sooner after the last one than usual and, as you can see 
from this mangled sentence, writing doesn’t come easy or natural to me, so 
this is gonna save me a lot of grief. So let’s get this over with so I can go back 
to inventing Mexican-type food dishes and watching Metalocalypse DVDs until 
my hangover becomes manageable. 


Uh. We’re releasing our EP at your 666 release show, so I’m pretty 
sure that makes it a CO-RELEASE show now. Sorry to rain on your 
sad, sad parade. 

But I’m pretty sure you already knew that news since you posted 
it (along with some sweet broken html code) in the punkottawa 
thread. 



Mother’s Children - AC 


Lots of dudes are releasing 7”s in the coming weeks. Ottawa-to-Toronto trans¬ 
plants METZ (metztheband.com, myspace.com/metztheband) are gonna be 
busy putting their JESUS LIZARD/HOOVER/SHELLAC sound to not one, not two, 
not eleven, but THREE slabs of wax. They’re just finishing up recording on 
those now, and the first one’s coming out on Toronto’s WE ARE BUSY BODIES 
label. It’s being launched on February the 5th. Those guys are also heading 
off on a small tour with DD/MM/YYYY in March. Maybe if you’re lucky they’ll 
grace you with their light-up drum kit presence. 


Otherwise, we’re working on new songs but there’s nothing too news¬ 
worthy. 

skottie. 

p.s. I still owe you $10 for the STD shirt. Remind me next time you 
see me cuz I’ll sure as hell keep pretending to forget... 

Why does Skottie think it makes sense to announce they’re releasing their 
EP at a show that is also the launch of the very same magazine that news is 
appearing in? 

Not that I wanna waste any more of my time on Skottie, but he’s in another 
band too and they’re also releasing a 7”. Powerpop globe-trotting adventur¬ 
ers THE VISITORS (myspace.com/visitorsarecool) are putting the finishing 
touches on the four songs that are gonna make up Tropic Of Cancer. That 
one’s coming out soon on a new label out of Halifax called HOUSE PARTY 
RECORDS. 

The kings (and queen) of garage-pop trash THE WHITE WIRES ( myspace.com/ 
theewhitewires) stepped into the studio to cut two tracks for an upcoming 
split EP. Who’re they splitting it with? Ian (guitar/vocals) doesn’t say. But 
he does say it’s coming out in a few months and that we can expect another 
WWs LP in 2009. He actually says a lot of other stuff about a lot of other 
stuff too. Here’s Ian talking about his GOING GAGA ( myspace.com/goinggaga- 
records) label, party weekend, and zine: 

BIG news over here at GOING GAGA... 

First of all, I wanna thank everybody who’s supported the GOING 
GAGA RECORDS label!!!! Two releases in, and both are nearly sold 
out. I’ve got about 30 copies of the WHITE WIRES LP, and a dozen 


MOTHER’S CHILDREN ( myspace.com/motherschildren ) is marking their one- 
year anniversary as a band in mid-March by self-releasing a 7” of their own. 
Expect a party for that one. 

MOTHER’S CHILDREN’S sister band (they share members Ken and Mike) 
BEACH BLANKETS (myspace.com/thebeachblankets) just need to add sax, 
glockenspiel and auto tune, and then they’ve got a three-song 7” on their 
hands and all over your face. Expect another party. Oh wait, here’s head 
BEACH BLANKET Daniel Collins with more pressing info: 

Mike is on drugs, Ken is now cross dressing, I have a new-found ad¬ 
diction to gay porn which has made things awkward between me and 
Ken, Andrew quit and moved back to Calgary and Mihajlo is Serbian 
again. We are currently recording for our upcoming 7”, tentatively 
called Party With The Beach Blankets. The A-Hole has two rockers 
and the B-Hole has one panty melter. I would assume that will be out 
in late March/early April. 

My writing is boring everyone to death, so I’m gonna throw things over to 
Skottie from THE CREEPS (myspace.com/capitalcitycreeps) to (shit) talk 
about their 7”: 


Beach Blankets - AC 
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Visitors - AC 


copies of the SEDATIVES 7” left! This means that I’ve got some steam 
to power the black sludge squirter. 

A string of KILLER new releases are in store for GOING GAGA RE¬ 
CORDS. All will be pressed in limited quantities...although pressing 
limited doesn’t suggest a high rate of confidence in the demand for 
these punk rock nuggets, I wouldn’t be putting these songs out if I 
didn’t think that they were the absolute finest phonographs!!!! It’s 
based on a fundamental economic model often referred to as ‘con¬ 
spicuous consumption’. 

The idea is that the nouveau trash can purchase something special for 
a giveaway price, can find the value in it, and can elevate their social 
status by ACTUALLY listening to music! That’s the way this miniature- 
caveman nerd of a record label is gonna work. Records get pressed, I 
get them to all the people who need them, I try to make back at least 
half of the money I put in, then they’re gone. 

In fact, they’re gone all the way to the GONE GAGA museum where 
archetypal teenage trash goes to live out its party lifestyle... so don’t 
wait around for some glossy magazine to write reviews, because we 
all know that you’ve gotta stick your head out around the corner to 
see what’s on the other side. 

Prepare yourself for the following... 

the MOTHER’S CHILDREN debut 45!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

the WALNUT KIDS debut 45!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

the OTTAWA GAGA COMPILATION LPUUU! 

the SUICIDE WRISTS lost 45!!!!!!!!!!! 

the CRYPTOMANIACS back from the grave 45!!! 

Also in GAGALAND are the blueprints for the GAGA WEEKEND STRIKES 
BACK! Stay tuned for the second edition of the OTTAWA basement 
punk party weekend!!!!!!!! 

Other than that...MANNY and LUKE NUKE-u-LAR videoed the entire 
GAGA WEEKEND...so maybe a video compilation will be ready some 
time this year??? 

As for the GOING GAGA zine... well, I haven’t done an issue in nearly 
a year. The first was the first, the second was the best, so the third... 
it’ll show up some day, and it will definitely be the WORST. 

Plus some stickers and t-shirts for a fanz! 

And here’s Ian talking about the other band he’s in, soccer mom favourites 
THE SEDATIVES ( myspace.com/sedativesedatives): 

Although it may seem like we’re quiet right now... impressions are the 
magic of beauty school! And what do we mean by that? 

We hang out in the building of Ottawa’s ex-number 1 beauty school! 
We’re yesterday’s gorgeous, and tomorrow’s revival! 


Amidst the delapidated salons full of hair curlies and mannequins, 
we’re carving out our very first LPU! This is really exciting for us. 

It’s likely gonna be 14 songs, of the SEDATIVES sound! We’re just 
finishing up the recording, and it should be mixed and mastered and 
out of Ottawa some time in FEBRUARY... which means it should be 
ready this summer! 

So we’re gonna lay low until the record’s out, then probably do some 
weekend trips. Can’t wait! 

There is only one exception... we’re playing the STANDARD ISSUE ben¬ 
efit show on the 31st with the CREEPS!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

Basement punk for life. 

There they go again, hyping a show you’d either have to already be at or 
have missed already. C’mon, guys. Get your life together or something. 

So that was a whole lot of news about bands releasing 45s. But not every¬ 
body’s putting out 7”s; some people are putting out tapes. 

Ottawa/Montreal down-tuned, drum machining, dueling noiseniks WAX AT¬ 
TIC ( myspace.com/waxattic) are two just such people. They’re sharing a 
tape with TONSTARTSSBANHT, which is a band whose name I had to cut and 
paste into this paragraph or else I’d be here all week. That’s coming out on a 
Montreal noise label called PASSLIMANI RECORDS. 

Mat Oxley (the Ottawa half of WAX ATTIC) is also in a new stoner band with 
Jesse Winchester and Matt Cosgrove (both from SAVAGE CRIMES (myspace. 
com/savagecrimes) who made their debut January 17th at THE DOM. Mat says 
“we gotta cut the length of our songs so we don’t come off as a jam band. And 
maybe adopt the NIRVANA approach to song writing. Though I do love HAWK- 
WIND and maybe they will inspire us more, but really we should keep to the 
two and a half minute pop song formula but make it super fucked.” 

Go for it, Mat! 

SAVAGE CRIMES are releasing a tape too. I’ll let Todd (SC guitar/vocals) handle 
this one: 

We are putting out a tape EP. One side recorded by Ian Showalter 
(from SUPPOSITORIES (myspace.com/suppositories), other side re¬ 
corded live on New Year’s at Cos’s pleasure dungeon. I’m trying to 
quit smoking so much and shower more, Jesse wears a toque a lot now 
and is getting a Rocky vs Drago tattoo, Matt now is sporting a beard 
and is a tie-die hippie. Isn’t Morgan interviewing us for this issue? 
[Nope. That’s NEXT issue--Ed.j I’m gonna go eat tacos at Ilona’s now. 
Thanks, Benji. [Not my name--Ed.[ 

And Matt says Todd wears tights to practice. But that hasn’t been confirmed. 


That tape’s coming out on a new local label started by Pierre and Craig from 
FUCKED CORPSE ( myspace.com/xfuckedcorpsex ). Craig did such a grown-up 



Fucked Corpse - AC 
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Sleeping Pilot - PR 


THIS JUST IN: Matt Cosgrove is Ottawa’s answer to Brangelina, Lindsay Lohan 
and Paris Hilton, all in one tight little tie-died, bearded package. 

Since Shub (FUCKED CORPSE/SMOKE JUDO ( myspace.com/smokejudo ) moved 
to Montreal, he’s started a new band with Tobias Rochman from BE BAD. 
They’re called GRAND TRINE (myspace.com/grandtrinemtl, grandtrine. 
blogspot.com) and they’re weird. Check ’em out, they’re pretty fucking 
cool. They just put out a tape called ‘Free All Psychic Centers’ on the CAM¬ 
PAIGN FOR INFINITY label. 

Alright, let’s wrap this thing up with as little effort from me as possible: 
here’s Chris Swimms to tell you what’s up with Toronto garage rulers TEEN- 
ANGER ( myspace.com/teenangerrr): 

Wellllllll.... We are re-releasing Banned From The Beaver on vinyl as 
part of a two-sided 12” split with CHARLIE & THE MOONHEARTS. We 
are working on a new record which we will be recording in a cabin in 
June. It should be out on vinyl tentatively in September. We will be 
doing an East coast tour sometime in the spring. I think we’re also 
aiming to do some American dates at some point this year. 


job writing to me about it, I’m just gonna paste exactly what he said here now. 
Way to go, Craigers: 

Picking up where his old label BROKEN TRUTH left off, Pierre and 
I have started a new label called BRUISED TONGUE (bruisedtongue. 
com) and will be putting out the Savage Crimes tape next month. 

The plan’s to have a release show at ROCK AND ROLL PIZZA PARTY 
(myspace.com/rockrollpizzaparty) or ROCKER ROOM with SC and 
FUCKED CORPSE in early Feburary. BRUISED TONGUE will also release 
FUCKED CORPSE’S yet-to-be titled full length by the end of February/ 
early March. The tape will have a few songs from a live radio session 
we’re doing in Montreal in a couple weeks. 

FUCKED CORPSE is also undergoing some line-up changes. Tobin’s moving 
to South America and Jon’s moving to Korea in February, so Matt Cosgrove’s 
gonna be taking over on drums. Man, Matt Cosgrove’s all over these celebrity 
gossip pages. 


Finally, SLEEPING PILOT (sleepingpilot.com, myspace.com/sleepingpilot) is 
recording a full-length follow-up to 2007’s Panic Sex the same weekend this 
issue’s coming out. So if you’re reading this, they’re either recording or done 
recording, or something went horribly wrong. The new album’s gonna be 
called Nuda Vita and Justin (guitars) says “it’s loosely based around German 
philosopher Giorgio Agamben’s book ‘Sovereign Power and Bare Life’”. That’s 
another thing I definitely had to copy and paste. They’re gonna tour this one 
in Ontario, Quebec and the East Coast to start, but they might get back to 
playing locally as early as April. 

Alright. It’s only about four days before we have to print this issue, so unless 
somebody sends in some more news. I’m done. Time for Metalocalypse and 
a grilled cheese sandwich with chili on top. I call it a ‘Grilly Chili’ and don’t 
fucking copy my idea. 

FOR MORE CURRENT RAD SHIT GOING ON IN OTTAWA (AND SOME MONTREAL 
AND TORONTO), CHECK OUT OTTAWAEXPLOSION.COM!! A 
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Notes From A Disappointing Man 

(continued from page six) 

Mike, when will I know what I am supposed to do with my life? 

August 13, 2013. On August 13, 2013 everyone will find out what they are 
supposed to do with their lives. Unfortunately, everyone will be told the 
same thing. Spots will be limited, so everyone will be given a rusty screw¬ 
driver and told to go to town. 

In the meantime, there are a couple of things you can do to find out what 
your “one thing” is. Backpacking through Europe seems to be one of the 
most popular paths to self-actualization. However, if you’re going to be 
criss-crossing Europe, visiting all the galleries and whatnot, you best be Hud¬ 
son Hawk-ing it. You aren’t going to learn your true calling staring at some 
painting or 10,000 year old human head. Thievery and eluding capture; now 
these are skills. Learning to appreciate a Caravaggio or Rousseau is not. 

Go to the Louvre to appreciate the placement of the windows. Contemplate 
the majesty of the security systems. Let the grand hails be the opportune 
environment to meditate over your legal defense. But don’t get ahead of 
yourself. Work up to that big score. Start small and see if you have the 
guts and stamina for it. Street artists are perfect practice subjects. Often 
these mangy, unwashed characters are too malnourished or “medicated” to 
apprehend a sticky-fingered, international art thief. These lost souls will 
provide you with many opportunities to hone your craft. 

Another option to consider is living in the woods for a couple years. This is 
likely to result in your total mental collapse. It’s highly probable that you 
are going to go total apeshit bonkers after a few months. You’re not going 
to want to spend the rest of your life in complete isolation, so what you are 
going to want to do is set up some sort of “out” well in advance. What’s key 
here is being re-introduced back into society with your new perspective on 
life. So you can’t stay out in the bush forever. 

However, it won’t be long before you decide to take a tree as your bride and 
use your own feces as war paint. Needless to say, you’re not going to have 
it in you to leave the woods on your own. A weird Stockholm syndrome-type 
situation will develop between you and your bushy captors. The tricky part 
here is in order for this to work, you can’t have anyone knowing where you 
are. You have to leave the conventions of society completely out of the 
blue. Everyone must believe that you are dead, or else someone may try 
and find you and end your vision quest prematurely. 

So what you can do is this: you need to have a near-death experience. I 
observe people talking about this shit all the time on TV. It really seems to 
knock their heads back in the game. Coming-to in the middle of humming 
a few bars with Jesus, skipping arm in arm as he takes you toward the light 
really appears to get the blood moving again. Or possibly it’s your body void¬ 
ing its bowels because it thinks you’re moments from the slab that does it. 

Either way, if this experience doesn’t change you, at the very least people 
seem to really enjoy blabbing about it. And who ya gonna blab to out in the 
middle of nowhere? Geraldo ain’t coming out to look for you, jackass. So 
strap on your pine cone diaper and head back toward civilization. Success 
is sure to be waiting for you. 

SEND MORE OF YOUR PROBLEMS TO MIKE@STANDARDISSUEMAG.COM, YOU 
WHINERS!! A 


Chicken Killa! 

(continued from page three) 

...cookie jars that were on a shelf in the kitchen with raw chicken and milk. 
That thing started to get pretty gross after a while. We kept adding stuff 
into it until we couldn’t stand to lift the lid anymore. We almost got caught 
by the boss as we were sticking something in there once but we got away 
with it (I wonder how long that thing lasted, who discovered it and what 
went through their mind when they did). 

We also tried to convince this guy Ron that worked there that we did coke. 
This was before cocaine had made its big comeback and everyone was doing 
it. He didn’t believe us that we did it so we told him we’d bring some in and 
do it. We knew we couldn’t bring in flour or anything else that he’d know 
right away wasn’t cocaine if he tried tasting it. Mark ended up bringing in 
some alum powder which had a really weird taste. At the end of the day, Ron 
followed us to the bathroom where mark laid out two lines on a Method Man 
Tical CD case. We both snorted a line and shortly after left to go home. It 
was the worst thing ever and just stung and clogged my sinuses. 

I worked there the next summer but by the time August hit I’d become a 
vegetarian. I became much more aware of my surroundings and the effects 
my choices had on the world. All of the information I was getting in ‘zines 
and at tables at hardcore shows and those repeated listens to Less Talk, More 
Rock was sinking in. I used to read the insert to that record all the time and 
I would agree with every thing in it but didn’t take the next logical step and 
actually do something about it. That last month was particularly terrible 
because I was well aware of the atrocity I was taking part in but felt some 
sense of duty and responsibility to stick it out and not just quit. One day, I 
was working on the truck pulling the crates of chickens down and onto the 
conveyor belt. I had to look these chickens in the eyes as I sent them to 
their certain fate. It wasn’t a very pleasant feeling at all. Hypocrisy never 
feels good. 

As I’m writing this I still can’t comprehend why I would have worked there. 
Any time I tell anyone that I used to work in a slaughterhouse they can’t 
believe it either. I guess it’s one of those situations you just end up in. I 
needed a job, my friend told me he could get me one, I went for it. I was 
fifteen years old and didn’t really think about things too much. It was a job 
where I had weekends off so I could go off skateboarding and go to shows and 
have fun. No questions of ethics really came up when it came to my chosen 



An Interview With Some Of 
The Fucking Machines! 

(continued from page ten) 

SCOTT: It’s delicious... but it’s wasted. That’s one of those “end of the 
night, I need one more beer... but I don’t” beers. 

DAVE: So you had to take acid. 

SCOTT: It was good... I don’t think I’ll ever do it again... 

DAVE: Is that gonna be your last trip? 

SCOTT: That’s my last trip. 

DAVE: On my last trip, I broke my nose. I walked into a ‘No Parking’ sign. 
SCOTT: Did you think it was just a beam of light? 

DAVE: No, I just couldn’t figure out... it was like, “Am I bleeding? Am I 


bleeding?” and my friend was like “I don’t know,” so we went back to his 
house to watch television, and his girlfriend, who was a nurse, came home. 
She started yelling at him for not folding the laundry and I was like... I turned 
around and said “Oh, I’ll do it. I love folding laundry,” and she was like “OH 
MY GOD WHAT HAPPENED TO YOU,” because I was all bloody and messed up. 
SCOTT: And that was the last time you ever did acid. 

DAVE: The night ended... we were in Hull and somebody threw a beer bottle 
at us and called us fags. I was like “This is the most depressing night ever.” 

So this was like a month ago? 

DAVE: This was maybe about ten years ago. 
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out now 

SEDATIVES - 7” 
the WHITE WIRES - LP 
the SUPPOSITORIES - LP 


coming soon 

the MOTHER’S CHILDREN - 7” 
the WALNUT KIDS - 7” 
OTTAWA GAGA - compilation LP 
the SUICIDE WRISTS - 7” 

the CRYPTOMANIACS - 7” 


www.myspace.com/goinggagarecords 






